ARMINIUS IN THE CHERRY TREE

warm light that streamed now under the lowest
cherry boughs. After a time he slid down and went
over to it. It was a knife that one of the gardeners
must have dropped when they came to help Italicus.
He picked it up and began to cut his name on the
wood, digging in with the point through the smooth
bark, getting closer and closer to it as the light
dimmed. Quite suddenly it was dark and rather cold;
he shivered and thought of going in, getting supper.
And then realized all at once what it would be like if
he did.

This was his father's fault: Arminius. He hated
his father for hurting him. He leant against the tree
for a little, with this hate satisfying him; but some-
where at the back of it he knew all the time that there
was pride, gradually getting the better of the hate,
transferring it, till again he found himself where he
had been that morning, with it all turned against
Italicus and Priscus and Rome. But now he was
hopeless and his strength had been all used up in the
fight. He began to wonder about that father of his,
Arminius. He spoke the name softly aloud, as though
he were calling someone to be kind to him, as
Antonia never would be. It was his own name too,
older than the other, the name his dead mother had
called him.

It came to him then that the only people who loved
him were the dead, and that all he wanted was love.
And it became plain what he was choosing to do.
There was nothing he minded leaving, nothing he
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